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"Haji, you are arrested/' exclaimed the WakeeL

"What for?" I asked.

"The Indian reports you are a spy."

"What nonsense," I said, but I felt rather depressed
as I got ready to visit the Courthouse.

Through the crowded town we marched, a small but
very noticeable procession. People looked surprised.
I could hear many questions about the meaning of the
affair, and dozens of citizens ran behind us until the
Captain ordered the soldiers to turn round and. bawl
that they should get away if they did not want to be
bastinadoed.

The Wall's or Governor's Court is one of the few public
buildings in Mecca, a very plain, rectangularly faced
structure with several small windows over its stone gate-
way.   My captors marched me into an outer and then
into an inner yard partly roofed at one end so as to
shelter the Seat of Justice.   Beside the wall I took off
my slippers  and  made  my  way  between  numerous
loungers towards the upholstered divans which ran round
the Court,   The audience consisted mostly of soldiers,
but during the proceedings more and more civilians
filed in.   I was taken towards a raised platform where
a Turk with a black moustache, red tarbush, military
uniform with gold epaulettes, shiny moon-shaped orders
and a sword, courteously bowed to me.   No witness box
or even table existed here-   The Wali asked the prisoner
to sit down upon some cushions, and having salaamed
he addressed the officer who arrested me:   " What is
this case?"